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Teheran, he never got cantankerous or violent. Nat was seldom detected doing a stroke of work and used to watch the antics of the rest of us with a kind of tolerant amusement. Whenever limited facilities were offered, he never attempted to claim a place and thus squeeze somebody else out. For instance, there was an occasion when we drew lots for seats in an aircraft to fly to Hamburg when Ribbentrop had been arrested. Nat declined to put his name in the hat. It may be that Nat was a Red agent. If so, I cannot think that the information he took back to the Kremlin was of much value, though undoubtedly he stored up a mass of apocryphal British anecdotes.
Incidentally, although Ribbentrop was skilfully spirited away and none of us even had a glimpse of him, I secured a minor scoop with the story of how he had spent his last hours of liberty laboriously writing in a sprawling longhand a document which he asserted was a personal message from Hitler. It was a rambling reassertion of the Nazi faith, written in such huge characters that there were only fifty words to the page. The extraordinary thing was that he, who must surely have known better, addressed it to "Mr. Vincent Churchill and Mr. Anthony Eden." It looked almost as if he were losing his wits.
The arrest of William Joyce was another sensation and, for me, another link with the early days of the war. It recalled the tedium of listening to his droning voice night after night when I was monitoring enemy broadcasts. It was my colleague Jonah Barrington who ingeniously invented the name of "Lord Haw-Haw" for Joyce. Though I, personally, never thought the name was particularly apt, nevertheless I give Jonah full marks for an idea which took popular fancy and laughed Joyce out of any credence in British homes. Now, instead of "Where is the Ark Royalt" it was a case of "Where is Lord Haw-Haw?" He, too, was hidden away from us, though we did catch a few glimpses of him at exercise under armed guard—the little man with the deeply scarred face, scarred mind, and colossal vanity.
We went in a body to interview "Monty," who was then using as headquarters the seventeenth-century castle of Baron von Vincke at Ostenwalde, near Osnabruck. Theon-smoker,tone Hoor thirty feet below, afterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
